THE   QUESTING   BEAST
Barracks I happened to be in the Savoy at the time the
bomb was dropped by Cleopatra's Needle, and I went out
at once to see the damage and the remains of the tramcar
that looked like a nutmeg-grater. I was interested in the
heads of the passengers which had been thrown into the
road by the bomb that had decapitated nearly all of them.
We were a cheery crowd at Warley in spite of one or
two contretemps with the authorities. Officers and men
came and went, and many said good-bye to Warley for the
last time. The farewell words of the commanding officer
to the draft, the drums and fifes playing the regimental
march and " Auld Lang Syne," and the waving of hands,
made me very sad and miserable that I was too young to
go with them.
I spent a month at Caterham doing signalling in
February, and during these weeks I organized a concert,
which was very successful; the variety of turns being quite
exceptional, since many of the soldiers were actors or music-
hall people in peace time. As a result of having gone in
for signalling, which was the longest and most difficult
course in the Army, 1 was sent to the Signal School at
Dunstable for a three months' course, unfortunately, just
at the time when I became eligible for the front. I was
annoyed at this, but as the commanding officer, who by
this time had become quite affable to me, said that a quali-
fied signalling officer would be sure to run a good chance
of becoming adjutant, I was appeased.
We had a great time at Dunstable, although there was
plenty of work to do. We waved flags, banged shutters
and lamps, twinkled helios, buzzed telegraphs and power-
buzzers, flew pigeons and examined accumulators. There
were several hundred there at the time, officers and men,
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